W.Empson                          LETTER V
NOT locus if you will but envelope,
Paths of light not atoms of good form;
Such tangent praise, less crashing, not less warm,
May gain more intimacy for less hope.
Not the enclosed letter then, the spirited air,
The detached marble, not the discovered face;
I may praise so for truth as still for grace
The humility that will not hear or care.
You are a metaphor and they are lies
Or there true least where their knot chance unfurls;
You are the grit only of those glanced pearls
No acid now will melt back to small eyes.
Wide-grasping glass in which to gaze alone
Your curve bars even fancy from its gates;
You are the map only of the divine states
You, made, nor known, nor knowing in, make
known.
*   *   *
Yet if I love you but as cause unknown
Cause has at least the form that it has shown;
Or love what you imply but to exclude,
That vacuum has your edge, your attitude.
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